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THE OLD STORY 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


One sweet, fair night of long ago, 
We tell it oft in story, so— 
How shepherds watched their flock of sheep, 


How all were still, yet could not sleep; 
For lo! the sky appeared thus light, 
And angels hovered fair and bright ; 

A song of joy rang out full clear 

Upon that midnight hour, we hear; 
Of “peace on earth, good will to men,” 
Oh, hark! and hear it once again! 
Our hearts are stirred by such a sight, 
Our souls are filled with holy light, 
And with us as of old we feel. 

The Christ is here to bless and heal! 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 
I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 


traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


VoL. XXIV DECEMBER, 1918 


THE ORIGIN OF CHRISTMAS 


[Here is an essay Royal wrote when a school-boy. It was given 
a place in Wee Wisdom at the time, and as I ran across it the other 
day I thought it might be a good idea to re-publish it, that you too 
might learn more about where our Christmas customs originated.— 
Epitor.]} 


HE Christians were not the first to celebrate 
iY Christmas. Long years before Christ came to 
bless this world with precious Christianity, 
Christmas was observed, not as his birthday, 


of course, but as a time for rejoicing. Every 
nation on the earth, which is recorded in his- 


tory, kept this day for feasting and praising 
their gods. But why especially this day—De- 
cember 25th? Would not any day in the calendar do? 
No, this day they gave thanks, and had good cause, for on 
this day the sun started North to bless them with wealth and 
plenty again. 

The Egyptians first observed this in their astronomical 
pursuits. They noticed that the sun went South, and 
drought and famine followed its path, but on December 
17th it stopped, and on the 25th started back again to smile 
once more upon the poor mortals, and give them rain, and 
flood the Nile, and make their borders produce an abun- 
dance of grain. So it was with good reason they that 
feasted and rejoiced on this day, and welcomed the sun 
back again. 

In time all nations observed the action of the sun and 
rejoiced. The holiday went by different names. In Greece 
the people named the day, ““The Feast of Dionysia.”” Then 
when Rome rose from her barbarism, and put out her 
powerful hand and grasped the world, she called this happy 
time of the year, “Saturnalia,” and gave thanks to their 
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god of harvest, Saturn. When the warm sun went South 
intense cold descended on the poor inhabitants, and killed 
many, for they had not learned to erect warm dwellings, so 
the Celts called this, when the welcome sun started back 
to smile on them, the ‘“Yuletide,”” and the hardy Norse- 
man called it the ““Twelve Nights.” 

Thus it was when Christianity bloomed forth it found 
this pagan holiday being observed everywhere by feasting, 
drinking and devoutly thanking their gods; something like 
we celebrate Thanksgiving of today. 

The Christian emperors tried to strike this holiday from 
the pagan calendar, but as it was impossible they wisely 
compromised, and adopted it as a day for celebrating the 
birth of Christ in 98 A. D., and as it did not make much 
difference to the pagan what he celebrated so he had a 
good time, he accepted the compromise. It is a well-known 
fact that Christ was not born on December 25th, because 
the Bible speaks of the shepherds tending their flocks out of 
doors, and at this time of year it was so rainy that it was 
impossible to herd sheep or stay out doors at all. Some 
argue that Christ was born in May, but the exact date does 
not matter. Though his coming has been mixed with the 
old pagan idea somewhat; it was the turning point of re- 
ligion, for Christianity was born with Jesus Christ to en- 
lighten the world. England denounced Christmas in 1647, 
and prohibited its celebration, because it said it was a 
pagan holiday, and to this day many Scotch do not recog- 
nize it. 

But where did the idea of Santa Claus come from, and 
what was its origin? Santa Claus is the Dutch pet name for 
St. Nicholas whom it is said lived in Myra and was a great 
friend of the children. He had them hang up their stock- 
ings, and at night he would steal from house to house and 
give them little presents; but this old myth goes farther back 
than St. Nick. The Greeks had a jolly old satyr Silenus, 
the god of the drunkards who presided over their festival of 
Dionysia. The Romans had Saturn to preside over their 
Saturnalia, and the Germans their god Thor as the object 
of their festivals. All these gods were represented to be 
old, and to symbolize the dying year. 

When we see Christmas trees all be-spangled with pres- 
ents and candles, we might stop to wonder why it has be- 
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come a custom, and that this delight of the little child is all 
borrowed from the ancient pagans. 

Virgil mentions the Christmas tree in his works. Em- 
peror Drusus brought the tree custom into Germany, and 
there it has its strongest hold today. The Germans claim 
that their ancestors brought the tree into their house to en- 
tice the gods of the forest to enter and leave some gifts. 
One thing is certain that they all used the fir and pine, be- 
cause they represent eternal life and knowledge. 

The Yule custom used in England to celebrate Christ- 
mas was originated by the Scandinavians, who had large 
bonfires at Yule tide to please the god of the sun and the 
wood sprites, and to represent renewed life. 

We can think of’these things when we are having our 
Christmas revelries, and remember that all these happy cus 
toms had their beginning in the infancy of mankind. 

The Druids considered the oak a sacred tree, and as 
the mistletoe grew on it, and had berries which generally 
came in bunches of three representing the Trinity, and rip- 
ened in December, they considered the plant a symbol of 
their god of the sun, and hung it over their doors to entice 
the wood sprites to enter. If a friend met a friend under 
such a bunch of mistletoe it was a sign of eternal love and 
friendship, and Oden, father of Bolden, the sun god, took 
note of all their good wishes. The human race has become 
more and more affectionate, and today seals such friendship 
under the mistletoe with a kiss. 

Thus we find all our holiday customs have their origin 
in the semi-civilized pagan of yesterday, and the old saying 
is revived, ‘“There is nothing new under the sun.” 


*‘Blest be the tongue that speaks no ill, 
Whose words are always true, 
That keeps ‘the law of kindness’ still 
Whatever others do. 


Blest be the hands that toil to aid 
The great world’s ceaseless need— 
The hands that never are afraid, 
To do a kindly deed.” 


| 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


“SANTA CLAUS” 
EsTHER Raye GOLDSTEIN (age 10) 


Santa Claus is a funny man, 

With rosy cheeks and boots of tan; 
With long beard pure and white, 
Five feet three inches he is in height. 


Then in his sled with sleigh bells ringing, 

You can hear him merrily singing; 

Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas to all, 

Every one should have a Merry Christmas great and 
small. 


Then upon the roof he will get, 

And down the chimney he goes, I bet; 

And in the house with cheeks rosy and red, 

He fills the stockings for the children asleep in bed. 


For naughty children he fills with sticks, 

Not a sound he hears, but the kitchen clock that ticks; 
Then up through the chimney at last, 

Away in his sled he went quick and fast. 


I wish you a Happy New Year 
No one need fear, 

I shall come back next year; 
To bring good cheer. 
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LIGHTING THE CHRISTMAS TREE 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 
T WAS the afternoon before Christmas, rather 


dark, with a few snowflakes riding in on the 
wings of a cold northwest wind. The ingle 
fire made a bright cavern in the side of the 
large living room, and its leaping flames threw 
dancing, wavering figures of light and shade 
on the walls and furniture. Mother and 
daddy had finished with the Christmas tree in 
the parlor; the door between the two rooms was closed to 
keep the eyes from temptation. Little Girl cuddled down 
into the soft depths of the big chair, thinking about the tree 
and other Christmas things. A log broke apart in the fire- 
place and bright flames shot out; the center was clear and 
steady, like a star that sends forth beams. In the ashes be- 
low, there were hills with shepherds, sheep, and beautiful, 
white lambs. Mother in the kitchen was singing— 


“Tt came upon the midnight clear, 
That glorious song of old.”’ 


Outside, daddy was whistling the horses in from the 
woods pasture. The shadows of the long December night 
were closing about the house and stealthily creeping into the 
room at the back of the big chair, in the corners, and under 
the reading table. But Little Girl did not see them. She 
saw the Star, the shepherds, the sheep and the lambs; the 
song from the kitchen wove itself into the picture; angels 
floated down, and Little Girl’s head dropped until it rested 
on the cushioned arm of the big chair. 

Then she passed into the room where the Christmas 
tree stood in darkness. It was all right for her to be in there, 
for she could not see anything. She knew in what corner 
the tree stood; its kind had been placed there every Christ- 
mas eve for six years, even in those early baby times which 
she could not remember. While her eyes looked toward the 
tree, a point of light, clear, brilliant, appeared. It moved 
a little, and one of the candles began to burn; it moved 
again and another broke into blaze. 

In the spreading glow, Little Girl saw that the Christ- 
mas Angel was lighting the tree with the Star which she 
had seen in the fireplace. From candle to candle the Angel 
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passed the Star, until the whole tree was shimmering as 
though a host of fireflies had begun to shine in it. A mur- 
mur of music came from the tree, a soft singing of “‘peace, 
peace on earth; good will to men.” 

Little Girl knew that it was not wrong for her to look 
at the tree, because the Angel had made it light for her. 
Each package was wrapped in a piece of cloud on which 
the sun shone, and the room was the color of the east when 
the sun comes up. ‘The music became plainer, and the 
Angel turned to Little Girl, smiling. 

“*This,”” said the Angel, “‘is Christmas.” 

Little Girl knew that the Angel meant that light and 
kindness and love are the real Christmas, all over the world, 
whether we keep it in the happiness and merriment of Yule 
Days, or whether we practice it when about our work in 
the days that come between. 

“*Sweetheart, are you ready for supper >” 

It was daddy speaking now; Little Girl smiled at him, 
but she did not open her eyes. He lifted her out of the 
chair, and held her close. She wished to be polite and re- 
—- but she did not wish to give up the Angel and the 

tar. 


““Such a pretty Christmas,”’ she said in a tender, half- 
awake voice, and daddy kissed the lids which drooped over 
the still dreaming eyes. 


CHRISTMAS TREE SONG 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


My Christmas song is full of joy, 
The flowers bloom for me; 

Tho’ in some lands there are no blooms, 
There’s still the Christmas tree. 


Across its long and graceful arms, 
The candles spread their flame; 

And peeping from its fingers slim, 
Are book and ball and game! 


Good-night! good-night! my Christmas tree, 
Until tomorrow morn; 

I see no more the candles flare, 
Soon comes the Christmas dawn! 


WEE WISDOM 
THE DOINGS OF “HAPPINESS” 


DorotTHy BLounrt, Age 10 


JOUISE was called “Happiness” because she 
was always bright and sheerful. She had 
brown curly hair and big brown eyes. One 


| day when she and her mother were alone she 

a) said, “Mother, dear, I’m so happy that I be- 

lieve I will try to make someone else happy 

too.” “I think it would be nice if you would 

go see Margaret and Richard this afternoon,” 

said her mother sweetly. So that afternoon Happiness 

found herself on the way to visit Margaret and Richard, 

who were both afflicted. When she arrived Margaret 

greeted her with, ““Oh Happiness! I’ve been watching for 

you all day.” Soon Richard came in and greeted her in the 

same way. ‘The children told her their mother had gone to 
town, but that she would be back soon. 

**That’s all right,”” said Happiness, “I came over any- 
way to see you and Richard, and find out what I could do 
to make you happy.” 

Then Margaret laughed and said, ‘““Why, you’re mak- 
ing us happy now, isn’t she Richard?” 

““Yes indeed,” replied Richard. 

“‘T want to do more, I want to tell you how to get well,” 
said Happiness earnestly. 

*“Then please tell us right away,” shouted Richard. 

yes do,“* agreed Margaret. 

**You are to get very still and feel that God is right 
here and ready to make you well. Now if you believe this 
= have the faith, keep this little prayer in your mind and 

eart: 


*““God is my Health, I can’t be sick, 

God is my Strength, unfailing quick. 
God is my All, I know no fear 

Since God and Love and Truth are here.”’ 


The children were both willing to do this, and entered 
into it with their whole hearts. After Happiness had gone 
Margaret went to her little bank and got a dollar of her own, 
for Wee Wisdom to come and visit her and Richard for 
one year. 
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Across the street lived a poor little rich boy, who was 
dumb. He wore magnificent clothes, but he had never 
spoken a word in all his life, though he was twelve years 
old. His name was Ben. 

Happiness made a visit to Ben and told him about the 
wonderful power of thought, and word, and this is what 
she gave him to hold in his mind: 


God is the fullness of my life, 
God fills my heart and soul, 


He speaks through me his living Word 
And I am free and whole. 


Then she went across the street and added Ben’s sub- 
scription to that of Margaret and Richard for Wee Wis- 
dom, and went home filled with joy and satisfaction. 

A few weeks afterward she was given a delightful sur- 
prise, for who should she see but Richard, Margaret and 
Ben coming up the walk! Margaret and Richard were 
straight and walking with perfect freedom, while Ben’s 
voice rang out to her in speech. 

“Isn't this a perfectly fine day>” he smiled. 

Happiness was too happy to answer, so Ben continued, 
“Don’t I talk well?” 

Then she found her speech and answered, “Oh yes! 
You talk perfectly fine.” Then they all talked as Happi- 
ness led the way into the house. Such wonderful things as 
they had to tell each other of! You can imagine what it 
meant for these children to find themselves perfectly strong, 
and able to walk and talk. When they left, Happiness in- 
vited them to come again, and Richard said, ““Doesn’t it 
look fine to see sister walking?” 

*“*You all look fine,” said Happiness, ‘“‘and you are all 
God's children.” 

When they had gone home she went to her mother and 
said, ‘I am so happy that God helps me to make others 
happy.” 

“So am I, child,”” was her mother’s gentle answer. 


Never let a chance go by 
To do your kindly deeds. 

’ Then the garden of your heart 
Grows flowers instead of weeds. 
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FRANCESCA’S CHRISTMAS-TIDE 
Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


T WAS weary work climbing up the rugged 
cliff, but Francesca struggled on through bram- 
bles and briars, across huge tree trunks that 
oft times barred the way— intent upon her mis- 
sion. For, was she not to climb to the high- 
est knoll, where stood the weird castle upon the 
hill, the hill that seemed to reach the sky. 
Hill-Crest was the name of that Castle. It 

belonged to a wise young old soul, who knew the secrets of 

the mountains, and could translate the tales the Pine trees 
told, and could make clear the songs of birds, besides many 
other things. 

On climbed Francesca, her dress sadly torn by the briars 
upon her path. 

At last she had reached the tip-top of the high hill, and 
following a winding path that twisted itself through scrub 
oaks that had grown since the times of the Druids, she 
placed her foot upon the step that led to the Dame’s abode. 

Timidly she raised the ungainly knocker, a huge iron 
claw. ‘‘Clang, clang.’’ Its echo repeated itself in the rock 
that rose as a bulwark at the back of the Castle. 

Francesca waited, but not for long. The door flew 
open, and instead of the old haggard creature she had ex- 
pected to find, she beheld a beautiful young and smiling 
lady, her cheeks rosy, her eyes sparkling, her blue apron 
flapping to the outdoor breeze. 

Francesca smoothed her hair, and bowing prettily and 
dipping a tiny curtsey, found her tongue along with her 
manners, and holding forth the basket of eggs she had hither- 
to concealed beneath her thin little cloak, said, 

“These are for Dame Wise-Wise, and I would ask a 
boon of her at this Christmas-tide, if perchance I may.” 

“And, what would’st thou of the Dame? Be quick, 
my child,” replied the small Lady of the sparkling eyes. 

“‘Nay, but I must see the Dame herself,” said Fran- 
cesca. 

A rippling laugh, and a merry nod of the head; then, 
responded the Lady, ““But am not I the Dame herself? 
Truly, then speak forth thy desire.” 
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“Dear Lady, the Christmas approaches, even now it is 
upon us, and lo, my mother doth these many days lie ail- 
ing so that she is unable to attend to any of the duties of 
the home and too with none nigh to heal her.” 

“‘None to heal?’’ mimicked the small Dame, “and thou 
tellest me that? Ah, child, wisdom indeed is needed here.” 
A frown puckered the placid brow of the little lady for one 
brief moment. ‘“‘Wait but one moment,” added she, and 
disappeared within the hallway of her castle, while Fran- 
cesca stood speechless, wondering. 

But it was for but a second, when the lady, returning, 
handed her two small round stones, on which were inscribed 
in '. of gold, mystic words, that Francesca could not 
read. 

“*Take these rolls to thy mother and tell her to eat them, 
and her eating shall not be in vain.” 

“But, dear Dame Wise-Wise, how can my mother 
eat of a stone>’’ questioned Francesca. “She has had 
=" good food, strong and wholesome, this many a 

ay. 

“Question not, child, perchance thy mother may know 
that what Wise-Wise sends is Food and Drink and Healing, 
aye Healing, Food and Drink. Now, go,’’ and without 
more ceremony Wise-Wise closed the door upon her and 
Francesca had nothing else to do than to retrace her steps 
“ the steep mountain side, the rolls held fast with her 
hand. 

The way seemed short returning and small violets 
peeped at her from beside her path. 

It was not long before she stood at her mother’s bedside 
holding out to her the rolls of stone. 

““See, mother, what the Dame hath sent, and to eat! 
How canst thou eat them—the hard, hard rock?” 

The mother took tremblingly into her hands the two 
stone rolls, and peering at the golden letters exclaimed 
eagerly, ““Ah, my child, this is a blessed gift; see, this is the 
Law, the Golden Law, and the wise Dame hath sent me a 
most precious blessing.” 

“‘Long since hast thy Mother forgotten the One Law, 
the Law of the all Wise God, and eat it truly must I; aye 
day and night one must eat of the Law. "Tis the Law of 
Love! He who eateth of Love knoweth the All Wise 
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One. Behold, there is Dame Hapne, only a step away, 
and when have I thought to call upon her or felt able? 
And, she with her three little ones while her man has gone 
to the wars.” 

“Listen thou, while I read the Law; thou too must 
learn it so that thou mayest repeat it daily and thereby live. 
Listen, thus it sayeth: “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God 
be all thy soul, and thou shalt love thy neighbor as thy- 
self. 

“Oh mother,” interrupted the child, “hear the noise 
within the streets, the flute and harpsichord, and all of the 
musical instruments are now playing our Country’s greatest 
song. . 

The mother rose from her bed crying, “Quick, quick; 
Francesca, bring hither thy mother’s scarf and the wreath 
of Victory we have made for this great day.”” 

Francesca looked bewildered as she hastened to obey, 
bringing quickly the scarf and wreath of Laurel which is in 
every household held for the coming Victory. 

““*Tis the young men,” explained the mother as she 
threw across her shoulders the gay scarf of many colors, 
the scarf that had seen many wars come and go. “Tis 
the young men returned from battle. The War is over and 
Peace reigns, Praise the God-Peace eternal, may it be. 
Praises to the great God of Love and Mercy! Thy 
mother’s pains have ceased, and now shall we hasten to 
Dame Hapne, and together all, go into the great thorough- 
fare, and witness the great pageant, the sight of the Con- 
querors for Peace returned. Bring too the Flag of Vic- 
tory, Francesca, and we shall hasten forth and sing as we 
go, and cheer the brave lads.” 

Thus went the mother forth from the long and weary 
thoughts of sickness and of grief that had harassed her these 
many days, and clinging to the hand of her beloved child 
who had toiled and labored up the steep mountain side to 
bring about her mother’s recovery, went forth into the busy 
street where all was excitement and enthusiasm. 

At the market place the people were gathering in 
throngs to witness the passing by of the young men and 
the grizzled Captains and veterans who came from afar 
where they had battled for Right and Justice. 

Dame Hapne had joined Francesca and her mother, 
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her three little ones trailing on behind, all gazing in admir- 
ation and wonder at the passing troops. 

““Why bring they no spoils>’’ questioned Victor, Dame 
Hapne’s eldest boy. 

““Nay, nay,” replied good Mother Hapne, ““Their con- 
quest is the great message, lost to the people these many 
years.” 

“‘But what, dear Mother, is their message?” 

““Knowest thou not; to be sure how cans’t thou know. 
Read then upon yon banner, and lo, Dame Bernice and 
Francesca have it inscribed upon their own banner. Be- 
hold how it shines within the sunlight, glorious message of 
the Christmas tide, the eternal Victory—Love. 


MARGUERITE’S CHRISTMAS 
GENEVA TEUFEL (Age 9) 


Once upon a time there was a little girl whose name 
was Marguerite. Her mother and father were very rich. 
Marguerite came home from school one night and running 
up to her mother she said, ““Mamma, think of the poor 
little children who will have no Christmas, and no presents 
this year. Please may I give them my presents off the 
tree?” 

“Yes, darling, you may if you wish, but you must 
remember then you will have no presents of your own.” 

““Yes, mamma, I know, but I’d rather go without and 
let the others be happy, and then I would be happier, too.” 

So mother gave her consent. 

On Christmas day Marguerite invited Mary, Tom, 
Eva, Helen and Durand, and in giving pleasure to them 
she was happier than she would have been to have the pres- 
ents for herself. 


GOODIES FOR YOU 


Saint Nick is coming with loads of goodies, 
I know, for I dreamed it last night; 

And I asked him to leave you a lovely treasure 
That would please you, and make your ri wa 
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highest 

peace 

towar rd 


men. 


NED AND DOT’S SANTA CLAUS 
GERTRUDE Davis NADIG 

ED and Dot believed that their grandpa was 
Santa Claus, and so every year near Christmas 
time, they told him some of the things they 
hoped to receive. It made them very happy to 
fancy their dear grandpa as Santa Claus, and 
grandpa himself enjoyed it as well as the Santa 
Claus you read so much about. Ned and 
Dot lived in a country village, near where the 


Christmas trees grew; and their grandpa used to go out into 
his pasture every year, a day or two before Christmas, and 
hunt for the prettiest-shaped, little fir he could find—you 
see he is a very particular Santa Claus. 

The night before Christmas Ned and Dot retired very 
early, and very early Christmas morning were awake. They 


dressed quickly, untied their bulging stockings from the bed 


Bs 
\\ 
i 


14 WEE WISDOM 


posts and: with all the members of the family, who from 
previous years knew it was worth while to be on hand 
Christmas morning, they marched to the parlor. When the 
door opened the little children would exclaim with delight 
at the beautiful fir tree prettily lighted with little candles, 
sparkling decorations and loaded with presents. Santa 
Claus read the names. Ned and Dot distributed the gifts. 

At the base of the tree about a foot from the floor was 
a broad board shelf covered with oilcloth, on which was 
arranged a moss green park; around the tree and through 
the park under a tunnel past the pretty sandpaper church 
with its stained glass windows (made of colored tissue 
paper), rushed the passenger train, stopping at the station 
to unload several small doll ladies, who were Dot’s company 
and who spent most of their time sitting in the shade of the 
park trees, excepting when Dot served them luncheon on a 
little new table which was placed on the moss green lawn 
near her tiny play house, but the doll ladies enjoyed sitting 
in the park watching the toy soldiers who stood on guard 
outside the church. 

The homemade car-barns were a delight to Ned, as 
were the railroad gates which were placed at the grade cross- 
ing. The delivery boy sitting on a high seat of the little red 
wagon was obliged to stop his black horse many times to 
wait for the train to pass. Sometimes there was a wreck; 
once an auto and train collided, but Ned was a good 
manager and soon everything was going smooth once more. 

One year, instead of the railroad, there was a canal 
nearly full of water on which little toy boats with lighted 
candles placed on each bow went sailing round underneath 
the branches of the tree and through the park. Ned and 
Dot stood at this shelf and played by the hour, all through 
Christmas vacation. Grandpa Santa Claus came in some- 
times and watched them play. Sometimes little Dot would 
stop her play and climb on grandpa’s knee; her big blue 
eyes would look strangely wise, as she would say, “You 
are Ned’s and my Santa Claus, are you not, grandpa?” 
And grandpa would hug her close as he said, ““Yes.” 


Speak a pleasant little word 

oO every one you meet; 
*Twill add new beauty to your face 
New graces to your feet. 
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Camp Johnston, Fla. 

ELL folks, here I am in camp. I went out to 

help in making this world better by making the 

Kaiser behave. I didn’t get very far because 

the brave boys over in Europe made him beg 

for mercy long before I was even ready to go 

over. I am down in Florida. My window 

overlooks the beautiful St. Johns river which is 

so wide that you can scarcely see across it. 

The trees are hung with moss which looks like plumes wav- 

ing in the wind. Wonderful palm trees (just like the ones 

mother has only larger) are all about and there are orange 

trees where you can go out and pick oranges and eat them 

right there in the grove. And grapefruit grows all around 

and pecans and all kinds of fruit. Yesterday I went bath- 

ing in the beach at St. Augustine and here it is nearly 

Christmas. Oh, but it was fun picking up shells and watch- 

ing crabs bury themselves in the sand. We rode from the 

boat landing to the beach in a funny old horse car. Old 

Nellie couldn’t pull us up the hill so we all piled out and 

pushed the car up for her. Then we put on our bathing 

suits and rode the surf for a while. The water was warm 

and nice and [ thought of the folks at home in front of the 
fire trying to keep warm. 

Now that the war is over, I shall be home soon and 
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shall be with you every month. This has been lots of fun 
being a soldier. I am at an officers’ training school, but we 
shall not finish our work. 

We should be very, very thankful this Christmas be- 
cause peace has come to the world. Just think! For over 
four years the world has been fighting and killing and now 
we have peace again and love will grow in our midst and we 
shall not have any more fighting or any of those things 
which made us unhappy. 

Well, dears, a Merry Christmas and a Happy New 
Year and I hope that Santa brings you all the same joy 
that he will bring the Boosters who love those about them. 
Remember to spread the love you have all about you and 
be a Santa to those about you. 

Shall see you all next month, Good-bye. 

RoyYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mrs. Fillmore—Here I am writing the club letter again, 
while Virginia is at the other end of town learning to make a new 
school dress, because mother thinks she ought to be learning to make 
her own clothes. This is the third week there hasn't been any school 
because of the “Flu.” Some people were awfully afraid of it. I 
took one boy who was quarantined an apple pie and I tell you he 
was tickled when he saw me coming. Mother sent the family some 
fruit and jelly and cakes and things and some Wee Wisdoms for the 
children. It seems awfully queer to be shutting up the churches at a 
time when they ought to be busy helping and healing the people who 
are so full of fear. When the Christian people ought to get to- 
gether before God to help cheer and strengthen each other and prove 
God a “help in every need.’’ I am so glad I know God is present 
everywhere, and right with us all the time so that we can’t help but 
be safe wherever we are. The other day a lady came hurrying up to 
get mother to go down to help her “Flu-sick” girl, who she said had 
been crying for mother all the morning. So mother went down to see 
her and soothed and prayed for her, and that night they fed her two 
cups of gruel, the first thing she had eaten for nearly a week, and 
she slept well, too, for the first time in many nights. She is coming on 
fine now, and we hold her in our nine o'clock Silence every night. 
Tell Mr. Royal hello for me and we hope he will be back soon. I 
guess all the Boosters do. “Tis time to go after my cow, so good-bye. 

Ernest Baltzell, I. H. S. Club. 


Springer, N. Mexico. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been reading you since last March. 
I enjoy the Booster Club letters and would like to know more about it. 
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I would like to join your club and if too many are not required in a 
club I might get several girls to join me in starting one here. Please 
help me heal my cold. If I start a club here can I have a Booster 
pin? I liked your story about the “Red Mantle and the House Spirit;” 
I read it to mother. Yours in love, Florence E. Oakes. 


“Merry Mary” has promised to talk this over with you 

and tell you how to start that club. 
Tekoa, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been coming to me for quite 
awhile, and I enjoy you very much. I am twelve years young and in 
the sixth grade. I always watch for dear litthke Wee Wisdom every 
month. I think Unity is a very fine thing. There is an epidemic of 
influenza in our town, but we have faith in God to protect us. Can 
I join the Booster Club? ~ I enclose fifteen cents for a pin, but if you 
think I’m too old to be a Booster you can keep it for a love-offering. 


Yours in Truth, Bertha Couch and Mary Couch. 


To be sure you can be a Booster, Bertha! No one 
is too old or too young to boost for the good and radiate 
sunshine everywhere. 

Albion, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have visited me twice, and I wish you 
would bring me a little prayer that will free me from a gathering in 
my head, which kept me from writing before. When you help me to 
be real well I will write a letter for you every time you visit me. 


With love to all the Wees, I am, Thomas Bromeling. 


Here is a prayer that will never fail you if you will 
plant it in your mind and heart: 
““God is my health, I can’t be sick. 
God is my strength, unfailing quick. 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and Love and Truth are here.” 


If anybody thinks he is sick and really wants to get 
well, this little Truth-verse will bring it about, for repeating 
a truth is like planting a good seed, it will always br 
forth after its kind if it finds any soil to grow in. 


Lancaster, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You visit my sister and we like you very 
much; especially the Booster Club. I have had my Booster pin for 
over a year, but this is the first time I have written to you, and | 
think it is about time for you to know more about me. Don't you 
think so? Wont you please ask some of the Boosters to write to me? 
This is all I can think of just now. Yours most respectfully, 
Gladys Irvin, Box 425. 
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Arlington, Kans. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written to you. 
Our school is now closed because of the “Flu.” I sometimes wish 
you were bigger because I love to read your stories and letters, and 
also your poems. I like the story of the “Red Mantle.” Yours in 
Love and Truth, Myrle Paepke. 
Ottumwa, Iowa. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI came home from school a few weeks ago, 
with the mumps and thought I would be out of school for three or 
four days and then start again soon, but as our Mayor decided to 
close the schools on account of the “Flu,” I am at home and as I 
want to do something to keep me from worrying about school, I have 
been writing poetry. I want to tell Wee Wisdom about my dolls: 


MY DOLLS 
I have a doll called Rose. 
She has the prettiest face and the cutest nose, 
She has pretty eyes and golden hair. 
I know you would like to see her, she is so fair. 
She always looks so nice and neat 
I want to kiss her lips, they look so sweet. 


Dorothea is called Uncle Sam’s Kid. 
That is what was printed on her sleeve, 
On her dress of red, white and blue. 


I think you would like to see her, too. 


Bluebell is my Birthday Doll. I have a song I sing: 
“Farewell my Bluebell, Farewell to you, 

One last fond look in those eyes so blue.” 

This is a song a soldier sang to his sweetheart 

When he sailed over the sea. 

I don’t think he would care at all, 

Even if I do sing it to my Doll. 


I have two kewpie dolls—they always look so shy. 
Sometimes they have their fingers in their mouth, 
Sometimes in their eyes. 


Evalina is my Baby Doll, she bawls and bawls and bawls. 
When I try to comb her hair, 


She squalls and squalls and squalls. 


‘When we were at school we sang, “Good morning to you? Good 
morning to you?” 
Now, I think we should sing Good morning to you? Good-bye Mr. 
“Flu.” 
From your little Booster, Bertha Cresswell. 
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Lawrence, Mass. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—We have formed a club and we call it the 
Blue Bird Club. We have for 
our motto the one that is given 
in Wee Wisdom: “I see no 
evil, I hear no evil and I speak 
no evil.” We all try to live 
up to it. We read Wee Wis- 
dom at some of the meetings, 
and we all want to become 
members of the Booster Club. 
The members of our Club are: 
> Edna MacMillan, President; 
Beatrice Mellen, Edna MacMillan, Charlotte Roy, Vice-president; 
Dorothea Mellen. Dorothea Mellen, Secretary; 
Caroline Vose, Treasurer; Beatrice Mellen and Evelyn Platte. I 
am sending a picture of the president, my sister and myself. My 

sister has written a story which I am sending to you. Yours truly, 

Dorothea Mellen, Secretary. 

Denver, Colo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Please publish this poem as soon as possible: 

God is our ruler, day and night, 
Follow him and do what's right. 

Martha Townsend. 

Matoon, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Merry Christmas to all! Just to think it is 
almost Christmas time. I wonder if we are not all wondering what 
Santa Claus is going to bring us? Suppose he'd just bring me a 
negro doll? Ha! Ha! But then of course he wouldn't do that, for 
he’s too good. I felt sorry that Royal must go to war, but of course 
now the war is over we know he'll be back soon. As it’s my bed- 
time, I must bid you goodnight. Here's a little story | wrote for 
Wee Wisdom. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. My 

address is, Ruth Carter, R. F. D. 6, Matoon, Ill. 

Seattle, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me for two years, 
and I like you very much. I am eleven years old and in the 5A at 
school. I am sending you a poem which I like. The name of it is, 

“Duty to Our Country.” Lovingly, Carroll May McKean. 

Horseheads, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—My brother and | want to join the Booster 
Club and we are sending you money for two pins. We have wanted to 
join a long time, but mother thought we ought to learn to be more 
kind to each other first. We sometimes get stormy but have tried not 
to, and we are glad now to be worthy of joining you. Yours with 


love, Elmer and Earl Russell. 
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Hinckley, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. My mother 
received a few copies of your magazine and I am overjoyed with 
them. I am ten years old and am in the sixth grade at school. My 
birthday is the 12th of February. I have two little twin brothers, six, 
and their birthday is June IIth. I read them the story of “One of 
God's Birdies,’ ‘and they like it very much. Yours sincerely, 
Way Newman. 
Minneapolis, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am very fond 
of reading. I am nine years young, and 
have never written to you before. I 
want to tell you about our play army. 
One day when I was wanting something 
new to do I| gathered some of my play- 
mates together and we formed a little 
play army. I was the General and they 
were all something else in the army. 
These are the names of the others: 
Martha Lovell, General; Dorothy Wil- 
son, Captain; Adeline Furgustad, Sar- 
geant; Earl Wilson, Myra Wilson, 
Susie Wilson, Virginia Lovell, John 
Reiter, Privates. We have a lot of fun 
with our army, and just do all sorts of 
interesting things. I also have a Red 
Cross Club and we meet every Satur- 
day. I would like to know how much 
a Booster pin costs, as I want to buy 
This is the baby Wee, one. I live near a field and in the 
Irene has told about. winter we play our sleds are our trains, 
It slipped in here to see and we have the trees for towns, and a 
If she were here, no doubt. part of an old dead tree trunk that has 
been left in the field we have for a 
church. We sit on the trunk and the minister sits on the roots and 
preaches. I like your stories very much. Yours truly, 
Martha Lovell. 
We trust that Martha’s army is an army for Truth, 
and that all its members are soldiers who “hear no evil, 
see no evil and speak no evil.” The Booster pins are 
fifteen cents each. 


Sidney, Michigan. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you a story which I hope you 
will like. I go to school and am in the sixth grade. I am nine years 
old and have a brother eight years old. Yours truly, 
Geneva M. Teufel. 
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Glasgow, Ky. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, although you've 
been visiting me over a year. I will be twelve in January and | am 
in the sixth grade. I have a little brother Clarence, four years old, 
who knows about God too. I have a pony whose name is Billy, and 
I love him. I can drive and I enjoy him very much during the 
summer months. In the winter he stays in the country and I'm al- 
ways glad when he comes home again. I have been taking piano 
lessons for four years and now | can play quite well. I like to read 
and I sure do look forward to your coming with pleasure. Clarence 
and I would like to join the Booster Club so we are sending for 
two pins. We would like to start a Booster Club. Will you please 
tell us how? We would try to be good Boosters and radiate as much 
sunshine as possible. I have an uncle at Camp Greenleaf and he says 
he enjoys our letters more than anything else. He told us about a 
boy who was in Camp a month without receiving a single letter from 
home. A letter must certainly mean a lot to a soldier and | think 
everyone should write to their soldier boys. 1 wish some of you 
Boosters would write to me. With love to all the Boosters, 


Eloise Carden. 


Fulton, Kans. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am nine years old. I have a dog and a 


pony, and the pony is large enough for my papa and me both to 
ride. Nearly every night I go after the cows. There has been no 
school for the last two weeks. I like to go to school and like my 
teacher fine. I have just written one letter to Wee Wisdom. I wish 
you all could have been with us last Wednesday—papa, mamma, 
grandma and I and some of our neighbors all went over in Missouri 
to Halley's Bluff. The big Osage river runs through there and on one 
side of the river the farms run right up to the bank, and on the other 
side there are great high rocks, some a hundred feet straight up. We 
have fifty little pigs; all red. I have a little house about five feet 
high—in the back there is a little window and in the front a door. I 
made a little bed, chair, cupboard and table and took one of my little 
play stoves and put in there. I keep one of my dolls in there all the 
time. I tacked some wall paper up on the wall and made a little red 
cross and put in the window. With love to you all, your friend, 
Helen Trotter. 


Boonville, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written to you. 
I will be ten years old the eighteenth of this month and I am in the 
fifth grade. There are only seven pupils in our school; I like my 
teacher very much. My schoolmate and I would like to join the 
Booster Club, and I enclose forty cents for the two pins, and the rest 
for your traveling expenses. I wish some of the Boosters would write 


to me. My address is R. F. D. 5, Box 31, Boonville, N. Y. We 
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had a Hallowe'en party yesterday. I told a ghost story and I was 
dressed like a ghost. Good-bye for this time. 
Carl John Ferguson. 
We are glad to welcome Carl and his schoolmate to 
the Club. What is your friend’s name, Carl? Wee Wis- 
dom thanks you for the love-gift you send her to help in 
her traveling expenses. 
Mt. Vernon, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You will find enclosed fifty cents to pay 
your traveling expenses for an- 
other year. I love to read 
you through and through. I 
have been trying to get a club 
started here ever since I first 
knew you, but none of the 
children here believe as we do 
—they are Methodists. I am 
in the sixth grade at school, 
and have a sister in the sec- 
ond grade. My teacher had 
the girls and boys to read 
stories one day, and | read 
from Wee Wisdom. She 
asked me where I got the 
books and said that my stories 
were the best of all. The 
girls in my room have a little 
Red Cross Club, of which I 
am president. I am sending 
you a picture of my sister and 
me. I am in front. Yours 
Dorothy and Lenora Shaw truly, Dorothy Shaw. 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Aunt Myrile—Today is Hallowe'en and I expect to have 
a great deal of fun. Our club is giving a party on Friday night. I 
trust all the Wees will have a lovely Hallowe'en. Wee Wisdom 
comes to me every month and I enjoy it immensely. I ride my sister's 
bicycle every day because | decided to put my bicycle money into War 
Savings Stamps. How are Royal and all the Wees? Give my love 
to them and keep a great deal for yourself. Yours in Love and 
Truth, Rita Farrelly. 
Los Gatos, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have neglected writing you for some time. 
I have been in San Francisco visiting and having a good time, but 
came back for school. My work is harder now because I am in the 
seventh grade. We are having vacation just now because of the in- 
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fluenza fear. You asked me once to tell you something about trees, 
so I am inclosing a little story about them, which I thought would 
answer. I see I've made lots of mistakes, because I got so interested 
in writing my story I forgot about the rest. All 1 seem to have to 
busy myself about in these days of waiting is to go after our milk and 
play with my doll. Give my love to all the Wees. I didn’t know 
Royal was going away, and was awfully sorry, but we all prayed 
for his safety and now the war is over, he'll be back. If he is going 
to be in training camp long I'd like to write to him. Your ever 
loving Wee, Harriet L. Eells. 
Harriet has uncle Ben tell her story, but we think we'll 
ask him to take his pipe out of his mouth before he tells 
his story to our Boosters. 
San Diego, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am twelve years of age and am writing you 
my first letter, for this is the first time I have read you. My mother 
is a Unity student. Our home is San Antonio, Texas, and my mother 
came out here especially for the work in Truth. The lady who told 
me about you first is Mrs. Flaack, of Douglas, Ariz., and the lady I 
got you of is Mrs. Slocum, of San Diego, of the Metaphysical 


, Library. My birthday is the 19th of December. Will you please 


send me directions for starting a Booster Club. I will send for a pin 
soon. Please send me a prayer for a sore on my face. Love to all 
the Wees. Yours truly, Esther Marie Sarra. 
Fresno, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you, although you 
have been visiting me for a year. I love to read you. I have two 
pet cats, and some chickens. I am sorry to hear Royal has left for 
camp, but God will protect him. I am 13 years young. I wish you 
a Happy Thanksgiving. I wish some of the Boosters would write 
to me. Yours in love, Anna Belle Gabel, 419 F Street. 


Alfred Wright, Jr., of Shreveport, La., sends for a 
pin and wants to be a Booster. We are sure he'll make a 
first class one. 


Evalena May Drew of Wilder, Idaho, has sent in a 
well written story, “The Violet’s Mission,” which will 
come in good for Spring. We thank her and suggest that 
she write another chapter for Easter, and name it “The 
Violet’s Resurrection.” 


Isn’t it a pleasure and joy to you, little Wees, to know 
that this beautiful little magazine is all for the little ones— 
to build health, happiness and contentment. 
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CHRISTMAS SECRETS 
Emma H. TEEL 
I know so many Good things, 
I’m almost ’fraid to speak; 
When one’s so full of secrets 
They’re very apt to leak. 


ee. 


Br [ee]. 


You know I’m helping Santa 
To trim the Christmas tree, 

So these lovely things I’m making 
I cannot let you see. 


Now, don’t you hint to grandma— 
*Twould be just awful mean 
To tell I'd made her sumpin’ 
To keep her glasses clean. 


| 
| 
Ly | 
| | 
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This silky thing’s for mamma 
To hold her work, but—well, 

You need not think for a minute 
That I am going to tell. 


And there is brother Charley, 
I really don’t suppose, 

When he gets my Christmas present, 
He'll forget to wipe his nose. 


I’ve the prettiest glass thing, 
That’s round just like a ball, 

For my little baby brother— 
No, I never told at all. 


Yes, I’m just full of secrets, 
More’n I can really hold; 

I hope you haven’t guessed them, 
I know I haven't told. 


By Mary 


Lesson 10, DECEMBER 8. 

JOSEPH MADE RULER OF EGYPT.—Genesis 41 :33-44. 

Go.tpEN TExtT—"“He that is faithful in that which is least is faith- 
ful also in much.”"—Luke 16:10. 

What the Lesson Teaches—That we must trust in all that comes 
to us, knowing that in God's good time we shall come into our own. 

Points to Be Brought Out—lLike Joseph, we have a certain time 
to spend in prison (overcoming) but the time should not seem hard to 
bear because we must know that it is an opportunity to overcome. 
Egypt means the unenlightened subconscious mind (explain the sub- 
conscious mind. We sometimes find ourselves dwelling in this state 
of mind when we cannot see the Light of Truth, but if we “dream 
dreams as Joseph did—that is, holding words of Truth and seeing 
Good manifest in our world—we shall be ruler over this country. 
Joseph was called a “man in whom the Spirit of God is,” and that 
man in us knows the Truth and keeps it active in us so that there 


shall be no famine for us. 


faa) BIBLE LESSC 
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Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is it to be a ruler of Egypt? To have control of all the 
thoughts of the subconscious mind. 

How do we store up food against a time of famine? We have 
the Truth in our hearts so firmly that nothing can take it from us. 

What does this mean: “Thou shalt be over my house and accord- 
ing to thy word shall my people be ruled?” The body is the house 
or temple of God, and the people are our thoughts, so we must speak 
the Word of Truth in ruling the people. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—‘“I am the ruler over 
all my thoughts.” 


Lesson 11, DECEMBER 15. 
JOSEPH FORGIVES HIS BROTHERS.—Genesis 45:1-15. 

GotpeEN TExt—"“If ve forgive men their trespasses, your heav- 
enly Father will also forgive you.”—Matt. 6:14. 

What the Lesson Teaches—Forgiveness. 

Points to Be Brought Out—lIn this lesson we find Joseph has saved 
Egypt from famine and made it a good place to be in. This is what 
takes place in us when the Christ goes down into the subconscious 
mind to cleanse it of all error thoughts. Joseph’s brothers came to 
him and received the promise of help—just as our unredeemed thoughts 
come to the Christ who promises to lift them up. Joseph promised his 
brothers that they should be “near unto him.” What a wonderful 
thing it is to know that when we seek forgiveness the loving Christ is 
standing with out-stretched arms waiting to welcome us to the land 
of Peace and Plenty. What appeared to be evil on the part of his 
brothers, Joseph knew to contain good, so he forgave them. Do we 
always see the good in ourselves and others, and forgive what does not 
appear good? 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Who are the brothers who came to Joseph? Unredeemed thoughts. 

What is represented by Joseph kissing his brethren? Forgiveness. 

Why didn’t Joseph’s brethren recognize and talk with him until 
after he had called them near unto him? Those thoughts which we 
have not brought into the Christ-kingdom are slow to recognize the 
Christ within. 

HeELpFuL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—"The forgiving love of 
Jesus Christ is expressed in me.” 


Lesson 12, DECEMBER 22. 
JOSEPH CARES FOR HIS KINDRED.—Genesis 27:1-12. 
Text—“Honor thy father and thy mother.’"—Eph. 6:2. 
What the Lesson Teaches—The return of good for evil. 
Points to Be Brought Out—Here we find Joseph interceding with 
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love in our hearts does—seeks to bring all our wandering thoughts 
before the Father that they may learn the Truth and be a power for 
good. Not only were these brothers to dwell in the land, but “if” 
they were capable they were to have occupations, so you see if our 
thoughts are judged good they will go out into the world to bring good 
to us and to all people. Joseph’s heart was now satisfied to have his 
family with him, and to know that they were provided for—is it not 
so with the loving Christ in us? He yearns more than we can un- 
derstand to have us come into the ways of Life and Love and Truth. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Who is the Chief Ruler in our Kingdom? God, the loving Father. 


If God judges our thoughts good, what work have they to do? 
Every thought is a living thing, and good thoughts accomplish good 
deeds. 

What is one of the things a good thought can accomplish? A 
thought of God as our life and health will dissolve pain and sickness. 

Why was it that no evil befell Joseph when his brothers conspired 
against him? Because he was true in his heart to God. 

HeEvLpFuL THouGHT FROM THE Lesson—The Christ Love pro- 
vides for me. 


Lesson 13, DECEMBER 29. 
REVIEW—FAITH’S VICTORIES. 


Gotpen Text—“This is the victory that overcometh the world, 
even our faith.’—I John 5:4. 


Lesson 1—The way of blessing is obedience to God's call. 

Lesson 2—We must be unselfish. In desiring the good of others 
we bring good to ourselves. 

Lesson 3—True faith holds back nothing from God and believes 
his promises in the face of all difficulties. 

Lesson 4—We should hold fast to mercy and truth that we shall 
find favor in the sight of God and man. 

Lesson 5—Never sacrifice that which is Real for the promises of 
the world. 

Lesson 6—The certainty of God's Word. 

Lesson 7—The wondrous grace of God. 

Lesson 8—The power of Love in the heart. 

Lesson 9—“Hatred stirreth up strifes, but love covereth all sins.” 

Lesson 10—However men may conspire against the one who is true 
to God, God will exalt him in due season. 

Lessons 1]—‘Be not overcome with evil, but overcome evil with 
good.” 

Lesson 12—The nobility of the Christ character in us. 
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THE BLESSED STORM 
As Told to Curtis 


It was story telling time on a crisp, 
frosty night. We had lifted the curtain 
so that we might watch the bright spark- 
ling stars from our warm shelter. Have 
you noticed how much brighter the stars 
are on a frosty night? 

“‘T think the story tonight,’’ I said as 
I settled back in the winged chair, “‘will 
be a Christmas story.” 

“Once upon a time—in a place,” I 
began and then had to wait until son had squirmed himself 
into a comfortable position. ‘Well once in a place there 
lived a tiny, thin house-fairy who was very doleful. Why 
a house-fairy is one who lives in a house of course! There 
are all sorts of fairies you know—garden-fairies and tree- 
fairies, and flower-fairies and train-fairies, yes and ship- 
fairies, but this one was a house-fairy. She lived in a large 
house where there should have been plenty of room to grow, 
but some way she just couldn’t grow a bit. One reason 
was that there were so many things in the house there wasn’t 
room to grow, and another was that the air was so heavy 
it pressed her down so that she felt like Alice when she 
nibbled the side of the mushroom and knocked her chin 
on her toes. 

The people who lived in the house were heavy too. I 
don’t mean just big and fat, but just heavy like the air in 
the house. They never did laugh and when they smiled 
the poor little house-fairy felt positively chilly. Now you 
know fairies need warmth and sunshine to make them grow, 
just as the flowers do. Then too, the people in the house 
were not very kind to one another. They each wanted a 
little of the best of everything and were very much afraid 
of doing more than their share of the common duties. Al- 
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together it was such an unpleasant place that the tiny fairy 
had given up all hope of growing at all there, and had de- 
cided to ask the Queen fairy to take her away, when some- 
thing happened. 

One fall day a wind came up. It blew and blew 
stronger and stronger. It almost blew the gloomy house 
off its foundation and when it died down many of the 
things were broken and one member of the family—the 
oldest boy—had been blown clear away. But strange 
enough—the place seemed lighter and brighter. The air 
seemed warm and fresh, and when the broken things had 
been swept out, there was room to grow! The house- 
fairy began to feel herself getting larger and happier, just 
as if she had taken a bite of the other side of the mush- 
room. Then a letter came from the boy and he said there 
never was a finer place than the one he’d been blown to. 
He said everyone was busy trying to see how much they 
could help in the great work they all were doing. He told 
what a wonderful work it was and how the folks at home 
might help too. 

When they had finished reading the letter there were 
tears in everyone's eyes, but they were all smiling and the 
smiles were warm and bright. Even the tear drops glis- 
tened like sunshine. It was nearing the Christmas season 
now and every member of the family began to plan to make 
everything happy and cheerful. They all made gifts for 
the boy who was away, from mother who knitted warm 
things to small brother who tied peppermints up in pretty 
colored paper. All the children planned loving gifts for 
mother and father to make up for the brother’s absence. 
Daddy and mother poured out more love on the rest be- 
cause of the one who was gone and for the first time they 
felt how good it was to be together at Christmas. Daddy 
heard of another family whose father had been blown away 
by the strong wind and so they were invited to spend 
Christmas with the house-fairy’s folks. 

It was a wonderful Christmas. The tree sparkled so 
brightly and the dinner was so good. Then when night 
came and the visitors had shouted cheery good-nights, the 
family stood looking out at the stars just as we have been 
doing. They spoke of the storm and how at first it had 
seemed so dreadful and destructive, then they spoke hap- 
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pily of the good it had done and how glad they were to 
have been helped by it. The good clean strong wind which 
had blown the old musty heaviness away and made room 
for happiness and loving service to grow. The house-fairy 
whispered to the Queen fairy (who had come to see the 
miracle) that it was the most blessed wind that ever blew, 
for out of the wild storm had come a calm happy peace. 


THEIR HAPPY CHRISTMAS 


RuTH CARTER (age 10 years) 


“Twas the night be- 
fore Christmas, and 
the ground was all cov- 
ered with snow. It was 
cold—so very cold. 
In their nice warm 
beds four children lay 
tucked in for the night. 
Each one was busy 
wondering what Santa 
Claus was going to 
bring her. Finally 
Mabel called out, 
‘Mary, I hope I'll get 
a doll.” 


“Me too,” piped 


a doll>’’ asked Mary. 
we'd better be 
going to sleep,” said 
Rose, “‘for mother said Santa would not come where there 

was any noise.’ So they all went off to sleep. 
It was still dark when they woke in the early morning, 


and such a time as they had, hunting their wonderful stock- 
in 


“Look what I have,”’ cried Rose, and sure enough there 
was a big doll with blue eyes and dark brown hair, and 
Mary found one too dressed in white silk. 


= 
“So do chimed 
Rose. 
*“Who doesn’t want 
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Carrie’s had big brown eyes and dark hair, and Mabel’s 


could open and close its eyes. Each had her wish and then 
there were peanuts and candy and oranges! They were 
very, very happy, and later hunted up children who were 
not so fortunate as they to share their goodies with them. 


PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE 
Why not? 


Let’s try putting ourselves in Real Santa Claus’ place, 
and give good gifts to everybody. 

Wouldn’t vou like the blessed privilege of going into 
every home and leaving there the gift of Health? Think 
you there could be a gift more highly prized? Santa has 
his workshop—you have yours. Your thought and word 
are always busy making things after the patterns you have 
in your heart and mind. What wonderful generous things 
you have in your heart todo! Well, why not let the Christ 
Spirit in you do them? You are the Christ’s workshop 
through which his glorious Spirit fashions all the joys of 
Christmas. 

Think what you have to give, knowing God as ever- 
present Health, Joy, Peace and Plenty. Think what a 
storehouse is yours to give from. Homes where there seems 
a lack of sound and jolly health, you can touch the magic 
button of your Truth Word, ‘God is your health, you 
can’t be sick,” and turn on God's gift of Health in that 
home. Wee Wisdom has taught you that in this workshop 
of your mind you have all the necessary material for mak- 
ing your gifts, and your thoughts are the busy fingers that 
work with this Mind-stuff, and your Word of Truth shapes 
it after the fashion of your loving desires. The Christ- 
Spirit is the good Santa whose reindeers outspeed the wind 
in delivery of these wonderful gifts of your loving heart. 


God is the fullness of my Health; 
God is the storehouse of my Wealth; 
God in the heart is love and joy, 
Rich gifts to every girl and boy. 


SIR SMILE-UPS 
by Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


Straight from the press comes this new book 
of rhymes for Truth children. It is a collection 
of happy incidents experienced by Sir Smile- 
Ups who is the 
embodiment of 
happiness and 
goodnature. 
New adventures 
have been added 
to those given in 
Wee Wisdom. 
Sir Smile-Ups al- 
ways carries with 
him a little round 
smiling face. He 
visits Mistress 
Nell of the kitch- 
en, Mr. Grump-a- 
Grump of the Grump-a-Lump Tree; and even 
comes sailing over a stormy sea to quiet the 
waves and save the lives of sailors. 

There are nine full-page illustrations and the 
book contains 85 pages. ‘The binding is of 
same board as “Wee Wisdom’s Way,” and 
the book is of the same size. Special orders 
have been issued to the effect that “Sir Smile- 
Ups” is ready to go out at Christmas time to 


make hundreds of little people happy. Price, 
$1.00. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 


Good-night, mamma! My stocking hangs 


Close by the hearth where Santa comes. 


When morning dawns I'll rush to see 


The pretty things he brings to me. 


yey 
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